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two. I believe he had decided to creep slowly down,
branch by branch, and then when night fell like a
black blanket, he would be able to struggle off
under its cover to friends and shelter.
E. didn't come in till about half-past five this
afternoon. I told him the monkey had come down
a good deal lower, so he went out at once with his
gun and I went with him. We could see him plainly
then. He was sitting there, holding on with both
paws, he, who until now had only used them for
actually climbing, eating and flea-hunting. When
he saw us with the gun, he looked down with a
curiously resigned expression. In it one saw that
terrible sense of fatalism which is the curse and the
subtle consolation of the East.
Those hours in the tree had changed him. He was
no longer the savage, cunning, greedy old patriarch
of the monkey tribe. He was all the monkeys who
are penned in small barred cages . . . he was all the
natives of India who are penned in their small barred
cages of ignorance and misery ... he was India.
At the sound of the shot and the crackling and
thud of his body, the servants came running. The
Moslems were delighted at his death. The "bhisti"*
*Bhisti is the water-earner, an honourable profession adopted by
fairly high caste Hindus.
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